Gustave Flaubert* Letters

to take her to walk and to distract her a little?   Embrace her
for me as I embrace you,

G. Sand

Maurice" embraces you; I shall go to Paris without him: he
is drawn on the jury for the 2 September till ... no one knows.
It is a tiresome task. Aurore is very cunning with her arms,
she offers them to you to kiss; her hands are marvels and they
are incredibly clever for her age.

Au revoir, then, if I can only pull myself out of the state
I am now in. Insomnia is the devil; in the daytime one makes
a lot of effort not to sadden others. At night one falls back
on oneself.

LXV.    To GUSTAVE FLAUBERT, AT CHOISSET

Nohant, 10 September, 1867
Dear old fellow,

I am worried at not having news of you since that illness of
which you spoke. Are you well again? Yes, we shall go to see
the rollers and the beaches next month if you like, if your heart
prompts you. The novel goes on apace; but I shall besprinkle
it with local color afterwards.

While waiting, I am still here, stuck up to my chin in the
river every day, and regaining my strength entirely in this cold
and shady stream which I adore, and where I have passed so
many hours of my life reviving myself after too long sessions
in company with my ink-well. I go definitely to Paris, the 16th;
the 17th at one o'clock, I leave for Rouen and Jumiegcs, where
my friend Madame Lebarbier de Tinan awaits me at the house
of M. Lepel-Cointet, the landowner; I shall stay there the 18th
so as to return to Paris the 19th. Will it be inconvenient
if I come to see you? I ant sick with longing to do so; but
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